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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Another \"outtake\" from Born to Die. It may be triggering for some people. 


Geddy: 


Alex unlocks the door to the penthouse and motions me inside. He seems hesitant tonight. | don't know the 
cause, but | can guess. I'd be hesitant to have me in my home, too. 


| can't help but gape when | walk across the threshold. The apartment is amazing. The furniture is luxurious 
and the appliances are sleek and modern, but the real stunner is the view, shining at us through the huge 
window that makes up one of the walls. We're up on the 25th floor, and the lights of the midnight city twinkle 


at us like jewels. 
Alex sees me staring, and smiles bashfully. "Yeah, not bad for company housing, huh?" 


"Not -- Not all all," | manage to stammer. | cross over to the window and stare out. It's a little dizzying, 


almost like walking out into the thin air, and | put a hand up to steady myself against the glass. As | do, | get a 
look at my fingers, and a wave of revulsion washes over me. I'd almost forgotten. Oh, well, I'm used to being 
revolted by myself, so I'm sure I'll get used to this latest wrinkle. 


Alex comes over to me and places a hand on my shoulder. "Welcome home," he says, and kisses the back of 
my head tenderly. | feel like crying, but it's been a long time since any tears have fallen from my eyes. It's 
probably better that way. 

| turn to face him, and | ask him the question that's been burning in my chest. "Are you sure?" 

He cocks his head to the side, confused. "Am | sure about what?" 

"Me. This. It's been a long time." 

"Yeah, too long. | missed you, Ged" 


"But why? | mean, you could have had a wife, a kid." 


"Nah, | really couldn't have. That's not me. | belong with you. Knowing that I'd be with you again someday, that's 


what kept me going while we were apart. | love you. | always have." 


| want to tell him that | love him, too, that l'm more grateful than he could possibly imagine, that l'm still not 
100% sure this isn't all some sort of opium dream. The words won't come out, though, so | do the only thing 
l'm good at. | drop to my knees. 


Alex: 


| wasn't expecting anything sexual from Ged, not yet. He'd been through a lot. Hell, he'd just gotten out of 
hospital (or whatever you'd call that thing) this evening. | mean, it's not like | didn't want him; I'd been more or 
less turned on for weeks, it felt like. I'd done my best not to push him, though. He'd been so fragile that | was 
afraid to even kiss him, but he apparently didn't have any plans to take it slow. Who am | to argue? 


He reaches for my belt and tries to undo it, but he's still not very nimble with his hands. | don't want to draw 
any more attention to what happened to him than | have to, so | reach down and unbuckle it for him. He 
doesn't miss a beat pulling down my fly. He eases my jeans and my undershorts down over my hips and gives 
a quiet moan that puffs a gentle breath of air across my naked skin 


He looks up at me, beautiful hazel eyes boring into my own. "Do you want this, Alex?" 


| would have thought that was obvious." I'm super-hard now, and | can feel my dick pulse in time with my 


racing heart. 


"Okay, because.. You don't have to." 


| was thinking the same about you! Are you feeling up to.. you know?" 

He nods. "Yes. | need to do this." He plants a gentle kiss on the tip of my cock, and my brain turns into jelly. 
"Well, then, | wouldn't want to deny you." 

He smiles slyly, then takes me into his mouth. 

Oh, my God. Oh. He's very, very good at this, much better than | remember. Of course, he's had a lot of 
practice, | suppose. His lips and his tongue tease over my shaft, and his teeth provide just the slightest sharp 
pressure. Just when | think | can't take any more, he eases off slightly. He obviously means to make this last a 


little longer. 


| let my head loll back, and the twinkly lights of Toronto blur as my eyes cross. | bite my lip and tangle my 
fingers in his soft hair. Fuck. Um. 


l'm completely swept up in pleasure now, and my hips are thrusting back and forth, driving me deeper and 


deeper into his warm, wet mouth. l'm breathing so hard that I'm seeing stars. 

| manage to gasp "Oh, oh, fuck, Ged, I'm gonna come, l'm gonna." and then it's all over. My knees shake as | 
peak, wordlessly grunting and growling my love. He sucks me eagerly, draining every last drop, then sits back, 
grinning. 


"So that concludes the talent portion of this evening's competition" 


| step out of my pants and bring him to his feet. "Not on your life. | have some talents of my own, you know." 


| sweep him up in my arms and carry him to the bedroom. 


Chapter Two 


Alex: 


| lay him down on the big, soft bed and work on relieving him of his clothing. | couldn't just let him come home 
in the bloodstained rags he'd been wearing when | found him, so | went out this morning and got him a sweater 
and some jeans. | misjudged how scrawny he'd gotten, though, so the clothes swamped him. I'll have to treat 

him to a shopping spree tomorrow. | have the money to get him whatever his heart desires. | have to say, my 


new employers might be lowlifes, but they definitely pay well. 


When I'm done stripping him, | take a moment to stand back and admire him. Sure, he looks starved and he's a 
little worse for wear, but Goddamnit, he's fucking gorgeous. Even in the dimness of the bedroom, he shines like 
he's made of starlight, and his long, slender cock is standing up at attention from a dark thatch of pubic hair. 
Looking at him gets me hot, and | feel my dick start to stiffen again | shuck off my shirt and lay down next to 


him. 


| run my hand across his chest and down his abdomen, and he gasps encouragingly, wriggling slightly on the 


mattress next to me. | kiss his neck, then his jaw, then his earlobe. 

"Can | make love to you, Geddy?" 

"Yes," he breathes. | kiss him on the mouth, hard, then reach in the nightstand for the lube. 

Geddy: 

Alex putting his hands on me is something that I've been dreaming of for a long, long time. It was the image | 
held tight in my mind when | needed to get hard for a john. It always worked, too, no matter how gross the 


guy or sick the thing he wanted to do. And it feels even better than | remember. 


He lubes himself up and rolls on top of me, most of his weight on his elbows. He pushes inside of me, gently 


and slowly, and | groan from the pleasure and the fullness of him. 

And then it happens. | go away. 

| don't want to. | want to stay there and feel this, but | can't help it. The only way | survived as long as | did 
when | was working for Louie was to go deep into myself when | was with a client, and | guess it happens 


automatically now. My body does all the right things and my mouth makes all the right sounds, but l'm just 


not home. I'm pretty convincing, too. Alex will never notice. 
Alex: 


There's definitely something wrong. Not with the sex, the sex is amazing. With Geddy. | can't put my finger on 


it, but there's something off. | feel like we're not connecting, somehow. He's sighing softly and moving beneath 
me, gasping my name, but it's like having sex with a very skillful machine. Maybe it's just my imagination, 
though. | kiss him, and he kisses me back. 

"Babe?" 

"Yes?" 

"Is something wrong?" 

"What do you mean?" | can feel him tense very slightly. 

"Do you want this?" 

"Of course, silly." He smiles seductively, looking at me through lowered lashes. "Now fuck my brains out." 

l'm still not convinced, but I'm not made of stone, either. (Well, a certain part of me feels like it might be made 
of stone, but that's a different story.) His sexiness does what it's supposed to do, and static fills my head as 
my body takes over. He's still somehow tight, and he has these.. moves now, ones that absolutely blow my 
mind. Every time he shifts his weight a millimeter, it somehow makes it feel better and better. 

He seems to be enjoying himself too. He's arching his back and stroking himself, his mouth and eyes wide. | pull 
his hand away from his dick and take over. lim thrusting frantically now. His come spatters across my 


stomach, and his insides clench. I'm gone. | thrust one last time and gush inside him. Trembling, | ease myself 


off of him and curl up next to him on the rumpled satin sheets. 


Chapter Three 


Geddy: 


Its been a few weeks, and Alex and | have been like newlyweds, screwing at every available opportunity. Thank 
God he has to leave from time to time to do stuff with the Manzaris. Its the only way either one of us gets 


any rest. 

Things are perfect, or at least they would be if | could only stop going off to Never-Never Land every time 
he touches me. | mean, I'm pretty sure | like the sex, my body always comes really hard, but | don't really feel 
any of it. Not deep down, where it matters. 

It's not that | don't love him. l'm sure that | do. It's just that | don't really have a lot of feelings any more. | 
locked them away, and I'm pretty sure | must have forgotten to poke air-holes in the box. | want to be able to 
return his affection, but | can't, so | fake it. 

I'm sitting on the couch when he comes through the door. He's a pretty casual guy, but damn, does he look 
hot in a suit. | got out of the bath a little while ago, and I'm still in my silk dressing gown. | guess he likes what 
he sees, because the sexiest smile in the world spreads across his face as he loosens his tie and walks toward 
me. 

He kneels down next to the couch and kisses me, hard. He grabs me by the hips and pulls me down to the floor 
then climbs on top, careful to not put too much weight on me. | wish he wouldn't treat me like | was made of 
porcelain, but | suppose he does it because he cares. 

He kisses me again, and | feel myself respond. We keep lubricant in pretty much every room now, so soon he's 
greased up and stretching me out with his enormous cock Its almost too bad l'm not still working the streets. 
| could take three or four guys at a time now, | think That kind of thing gets you some big money. 

"I love you," he moans. 

"You, too," | say. Alex stops thrusting and looks at me. 

Alex: 

| can't do this again It's not right. | pull out. He blinks at me. 

"Why did you do that? You didn't finish." 


"I know. | can't. Not until you tell me what's happening." 


"Nothing. | told you that a million times. Why can't you just let it alone?" 


"Ged, do you love me?" He nods. "Well, then, say it” 

He sighs. "Yes, Alex, | love you." 

"That didn't sound very convincing.” 

"| do love you, yes, | love you. | love Aleksandar Živojinović. There, can we get back to fucking now?" 
"No. | want to make love to you, not just your body." 


He groans exasperatedly and runs his fingers through his hair. He pulls his knees up to his chest and buries 
his face between them, mumbling something that | can't quite make out. 


"What was that?" 

"| said, ‘| don't think that's going to happen” 

“Why not? You don't really love me, do you?" 

"| do, |.. | think. IF's complicated You wouldn't understand 
“Try me! 

"Ugh. Cant we just forget about it and hump?" 

"No, this can't wait any more. | need to know" 


He bites his lip and looks down at his mutilated hands for a moment. "When | said that | loved you, | meant it. 
But.. | don't.. Feel things any more. Not like | used to." 


"What do you mean?" 

"IFs.. When you're.. when you do what | did for a living, it's not good for you to feel too much. The guys | knew 
who did, they ended up shooting up more than they should and took permanent naps." He bent his head, hair 
hiding his face. "So | learned how not to feel things. And | learned how not to be there when | had sex. That 
way, no matter what you're doing, its not really you, it's just your body." 


"Oh, Ged" 


"| mean," he chuckled joylessly, "it's not like | could say no, whatever the john wanted, not and stay in one piece. 


Some of the stuff, it would make you sick" 


"Ged, you can always say no to me. You don't have to make yourself not be there." 


He looks up at me. | expect to see tears shining in his eyes, but they're dry. "I know. That's not the problem. 
The thing is, | don't know how to turn it off any more." He smiles then, and it's the saddest thing I've ever 


seen. | reach out and tuck his hair back behind his ear. 
"Can | help?" 
If you want to try. | hope you're not in a hurry, though." 


"Nah. | got all the time in the world for you." | put my arms around his shoulders and pull him close. | can't go 
back in time and save him from all the awful things that happened, but | can do my best to try and patch the 


holes in his soul now. 


Chapter Four 


Alex: 


Helping Geddy get better was a lot harder than | thought. | tried every day to show him how much | loved 
him, that I'd never hurt him like he'd been hurt before. No matter what | did, though, | couldn't get him to 
open up. He reassured me whenever he could that it wasn't my fault, but | still felt like if | could only find the 
key, | could unlock his heart. 


Its the middle of the day on a hot, still Sunday, and I'm reading the paper while he takes a nap in the bedroom. 
He might have a hard time loving me, but | love him so much it hurts, and | miss his face. | fold up my 


newspaper and go join him. 


When | come through the door, he opens his eyes and smiles at me lazily. "Hey there, handsome," he purrs in 
his breathy, soft voice. He could read the phone book to me, and I'd sit there through every last number. 


| stretch out next to him on the bed and start rubbing his back, trying to ignore the throbbing that's 
beginning in my groin. | made a promise to myself not to make love to him until he could make love to me in 
return. It hasn't been easy, but it's particularly difficult right now, with him sleepy and naked and deeply sexy 


next to me. | bite my lip and try to muster up the resolve not to ram my cock inside him. 


As if he could read my mind, he rolls over to face me, concern etching his face. "Alex, do you not want me 


any more? Because of my problems?" 


In response, | take his hand and guide it to my erection He smirks and starts to rub his palm back and forth. 


It kills me, but | still the motion and bring his hand back to my hip, then kiss him before he can protest: 
"| absolutely still want you, but | want you to want me, too." 


‘lm sorry, Alex. I'm so sorry.” He looks at me, and | see a hint of tears in the corner of his eyes. Awestruck, | 
watch as the first droplet slides down his cheek. 


"Ged, you're crying." 

He frowns and brings his hand to his cheek, then looks at the moisture on his fingertips. "I. uh..." 

| touch my forehead to his. It's weird, but I'm so happy that | can't help but laugh. "Ged, you're crying! You 
feel something." | kiss him, and he opens his mouth and sucks my tongue inside. Jesus Christ, he gets to me. So 


much for my willpower. 


| slip my clothes off and drink in the feeling of his skin, sweaty against my own. | press my lips to his ear. 
"Stay with me Ged, stay with me as long as you can" 


| kiss down his neck to his collarbone, then across to his shoulder and down his arm. 
Geddy: 


| have no idea what's happening. Its been so long since I've felt anything that it's confusing and overwhelming. 
Alex is kissing me like I've never been kissed before, making me burn everywhere his lips touch my skin. It's 


amazing, but my pleasure turns to agony as | realize where his kisses are heading. 

"Alex --" 

"Ged, you're so beautiful.” 

As he reaches the crook of my elbow | feel a familiar emotion, fear. Its the only one | let myself keep when | 
threw all the rest away. He nibbles the skin on the soft inside of my forearm, around the scars left by my 
track marks. | feel my panic rise as he gets to my wrist, then my palm. 

"Alex!" 

"You're beautiful, Ged. Beautiful." 

"Stop, please, stop!" 


He stops kissing me. "I will, Ged, if you want me to, but | want to show you how beautiful you are" 


| don't feel like | can stand it. I'm breathing hard now. What the hell is wrong with him? "No! Not beautifull 
Mangled! Dirty! Broken!" | can barely get the words out. 


Tears start to spill down his face, and | feel my own eyes burn again. He takes my messed-up hand in his. "Not 
to me, Ged. To me you're perfect." 


I'm sobbing now, for the first time since | was a baby hustler just learning to sell my ass. He brings his lips to 
my hand again and starts to tenderly kiss my fingers and then across to where my fingers had been. Hard as 
it is, | let him, and in time he moves back up my arm. He kisses down my abdomen and past my hips, then 
sucks me for a while. | haven't had that happen much in the past few years (johns don't generally pay for the 


privilege of blowing a hooker), so it's not long before | feel like I'm going to come. 
I'm teetering on the edge when he withdraws his head from my crotch and works his way back up my body. 
I'm shaking as he lubes himself and enters me. | feel the rasp of his whisker stubble against my face as he 


whispers in my ear. 


"Stay with me, Ged, stay with me." 


He starts to move, and | force myself to concentrate on the moment. He feels so warm and solid against me. | 


wrap my arms and legs around him and hang on for dear life. 


He's thrusting harder now, and his breath is coming in harsh gasps. | feel myself start to slip, so | bite the 
inside of my cheek and concentrate on the copper and salt taste of my blood. "Stay with me," he moans. The 


room is flooded with sunlight. There's a cobweb near the ceiling. The air smells like sweat and lube and sex. 


Suddenly, I'm aware of lightning traveling through my body. "Fuck," | scream as | feel the first orgasm I've 


been present for in years. The waves pound my body and | cry Alex's name over and over, my throat sore. 


He grabs my pelvic bones hard enough to hurt, and his chest hair scratches my nipples as his rhythm 
degenerates into wild flailing. "Ged, oh, Ged, | love you so fucking much, | love you," he shouts, and | feel him 
burst, hot come spilling inside me. He stays inside me for a long while, until he softens and leaves me empty. 


Im suddenly aware that Im still crying. He cradles me in his arms and smooths the tears from my face. 
"Thank you, Ged. | love you" He kisses me on the temple. 

"I love you, too, Alex" 

He smiles brighter than the midday summer sun He settles back onto the pillows, and as | watch his eyelids 


flutter shut, | know that | really meant it. | also know that I'm far from fixed, but for him, I'm willing to try to 
get better. 


